* The Banishment of Ya^atbingyan *
the outskirts of Pagan, tired and haggard. The escort
had orders to use all haste, for the King wished to get
Yazathingyan away as quickly as possible. Sympathy
might veer, he was so influential a man. The instruc-
tions were to take him straight to the river and there
embark. He was not even to be allowed to enter his
residence.

As they went under the shadow of the Tharaba gate,
they noticed a yellow-robed figure approaching in the
centre of the road, his eyes cast down and a black
lacquer begging bowl clasped in his hands. They
drew aside respectfully to let him pass. When he was
abreast, he halted and raised his head. It was the Royal
Chaplain. His face was thinner; a long meditation in a
cave, made without food or drink for fifty days, from
which he had recently emerged, had wasted his body,
but an extraordinary authority glowed in his eyes.
Yazathingyan dismounted at once from the elephant
and threw himself on the ground, as did the whole of
his escort. Tit and 'Nit with the maid, who had fol-
lowed doggedly throughout the night, while preserv-
ing their distance, did the same.

'Master/ said Yasathingyan, 'if I am permitted to
obtrude my personal woes at the moment when you are
in the act of observing the practice of the first disciples,
may I draw attention to this escort and to my attenu-
ated train and announce that I have fallen from power
and am to be exiled?'

The Chaplain remained for some moments without
speaking, and then he said slowly, quoting a stanza of
the sacred Law:

'Whatsoever tends to rise, is like to fall. Whatsoever